xxii                       EDITOR'S PREFACE

" * What opinion can one form of this Secret
History, which is even more abominable than that of
the historian Procopius, who, when criticising an em-
peror, did at least refer to his merits as well as his
demerits ? It presents us with nothing but a collection
of shameful impostures, highly improbable and easily
invented, more for the purpose of gratifying the mania
of the author, than for attracting the curiosity of the
reader in search of knowledge.

" * It is a collection of portraits in which the artist's
imagination is largely predominant. His hand has
mixed the colours with the bitter spleen with which
his brush was already filled; and if we are told that
he painted his subjects as they appeared to him, it
must be remembered that his prejudiced eye enveloped
them in that shade in which he was himself obscured*

" * It is an assemblage of reflections based indis-
criminately upon malicious conversations, upon lying
reports, upon fictitious secrets, and upon facts which
have since been proved untrue. All these have been
written down without thought or hesitation, and the
author has no fear in asserting that they are veritable
facts, because it was the only return he could make for
the treatment he received, of the mediocrity of which
he is constantly complaining.

" * It is most unfortunate to possess great talent
when one has not sufficient force of character to apply
it to good purposes. If the corruption of the soul
stifle the sentiment of honour and the cry of conscience,
genius is a disastrous gift from Nature. What are we
to think of a writer who voluntarily adopts the rdle of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